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the first instance had changed to a lasting and intense hatred. It used to be said that among the Douglases there was a certain age for love, but none for hate. The child felt his weakness and isolation, and locked up his thoughts in his own bosom with a force of character far beyond his years. Humble and submissive in his demeanor, he was biding his time until he should become a young man, and could take his leave of Lochleven, and perhaps be revenged for the supercilious patronage of those who dwelt there. The sentiments we have described did not, however, extend to all the members of the family, and the child's hatred for William Douglas, was no deeper rooted in his heart than his love for George, the second of Lady Lochleven's sons, whom we have not mentioned hitherto, because he was absent from the castle when the Queen arrived, so that we have had as yet no opportunity to present him to our readers. George was at this time about twenty-five years old. By a singular chance, which his mother's youth led Lord William Douglas to interpret unfavorably to his own honor, this second son possessed none of the distinctive Douglas features, which were full red cheeks, large ears, and red hair. So that poor George, who had received from nature pale cheeks, deep blue eyes and black hair, was an object of utter indifference to his father and of his elder brother's hatred, from his first appearance in the world. As far as his mother was concerned George had never been, in appearance at least, honored with any very deep maternal affection, whether because she in good faith shared her husband's surprise at the striking variation of feature, or because she knew the explanation of it, and reproached herself in secret. It followed that the young man, who was from his childhood made the plaything of an inexplicable
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